HUBBLE-BUBBLE

peasants produced their all. From Kazak came velvety
rugs; long narrow carpets from Kurdistan. Bokhara sent
bundles of dark plum-coloured ones with the elephant foot
and hatchlie design. Prayer rugs came from Daghistan,
and fine designs from Gabristan. From Kashan came rust-
coloured carpets. Ramadan sent ancient camel-hair strips.
Shirvan produced hundreds of small rugs of every age.
Who will get the money? Those who made them? Not
a bit of it. Little enough will the child workers see, or
for that matter the factors who employ them. As the
carpets find their way to Western drawing-rooms, those
who handle them will reap reward out of all proportion to
the price paid at Isfahan, or Hamadan, or wretched
Sultanabad.

"It is a pretty sight," continued Rumi, "to see our
women walking up and down, spinning the long strands
on their rapidly twisting shuttles. They wear brightly
coloured clothes with coloured handkerchiefs over their
heads. As they walk up and down, spinning, they laugh
and chatter like a lot of birds in a copse. We Iranians are
a gay, good-tempered people, as well we may be, living as
we do in the sun most of the time.59

The spun wool must be dyed, a process which is
kept a mystery. Every dyer is jealous of his secrets; so
jealous, that until he reaches his deathbed a father will
keep his formula from his own son. A sudden or accidental
death may lose the family secret for ever.

"Red is made from madder," Rumi volunteered, "ground
and boiled with pomegranate rind and grape-juice/*

Walnut-husks, straw, saffron, and indigo are also used*
It is no uncommon sight to see a dyer dipping the wool
into his vat, his bare arms blue to the elbow with indigo,
as though he had been bathing them in ink. The way
they arrive at the other colours is their own business.

After the wool has been dipped in various pots, each
with its own colour, and has dripped itself dry in the sun
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